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came with splendid effect from the lips of Mademoiselle Ra-
chel. Here she was in her element; the whole of this part
was admirably adapted to her style.
In the fifth act the assembled people await the important
decision. The iniquitous judge is in the tribunal, and Vir-
ginia will learn whether she is a free Roman or a slave. But
the trial of the past night has exhausted her energy; fear in-
vades her heart; she hesitates to leave her happy home; she
trembles, she would delay; she feels that she is doomed; that
to yon cruel man's will there is no resistance; from him there
is no refuge, no appeal. She turns to her father, to Fabius, to
her nurse, to all who love her, imploring mercy, protection.
Alas 1 none can save, and she is compelled to bid a weeping
farewell to her home — the home she knows she will never
more enter. This beautiful passage was delivered in tones of
deeper tenderness than Mademoiselle Rachel had hitherto been
thought capable of expressing. Her accents of passionate,
melting eloquence moved her audience to tears.
The fifth act is foreseen. The poet had it ready to his hand,
written in the happiest style of the Roman historian. The
merit of M. Latour consists in his having adhered so strictly to
his text. He could not follow a better guide. He has had
the good sense at this critical moment to refrain from all pe-
dantic enumerations, all cumbersome accessories which would
have marred the tragic effect of the simple fact. He goes
straight to the point: his heroine, kneeling and imploring the
merciful intervention of the people, is true to nature; she in-
dulges in no superfluities of language; she weeps, and waits
with resignation the decision, not of the decemvir—she knows
no hope is there—but that of the people. Here ends the part
of the daughter, and here begins that of the Roman father.
The scene between the'parent and child should be short, for
the decemvir's lictor is listening; moreover, such agony will
not bear prolongation: if the father hesitates, the daughter is
doubly lost.
Virffinie. Ma mfere   *   *   *   il faut mottrir.
Claudius. Emmenez cette esclave.
Virginius (stabbing Ms daughter). Elle est libre!
The cry of the people, " Death to the tyrant," appropri-

